The Q’berry Cruise 2006

There once was a family who desired the utmost perfection……





No, I’m just kidding…we are a bunch of rednecks and we just took a vacation to, well, the ocean. This is our story…..

THE EPIC BEGINS…

My brother David Quesenberry (age 16), my sister Serena Quesenberry (9), my dad Donald Quesenberry (old), my mom Tina Quesenberry (requires carbon dating to identify age), and myself Devin Quesenberry (18) all have been planning this cruise since sometime last winter. The true cruise started back in January ’06 when we found out how much the cruise cost. Since then we have literally been walking on thin ice in fear of tickin’ off “the devil” a.k.a. Tina. So, I guess the appropriate cost of the vacation would be a couple thousand dollars and whatever was left of my mom’s sanity. You could even carry that a little further and tack on all the cost of extra energy the rest of us spent trying to avoid the “green giant” a.k.a. Tina. After we climbed that mountain though, most of the preparation part of the trip wasn’t that big of a deal. 


We woke up Easter morning ’06 just like any other Easter….. “MOM! The Easter bunny forgot to get my 
__(fill in the blank)__”. After figuring where the E’bunny hid our most desired possessions (which this year was visor clips and Barbie dolls) we finally got around to getting ready for church. We went through the typical “hardships” of getting to my grandma’s church (clothes, pictures, travel, breakfast, Serena) and eventually….well, we got there. 

The service was held at Big Island Baptist church with an eleven to twelve service so naturally it didn’t end until 12:45 (got to love pastors ( ). The service was about the resurrection of Jesus of course, but this time with a different spin on it. The pastor spoke about books like the lost books, the gospel of Judas, the Divinnci Code, etc. and their relation to the bible. He said that some of these books sources aren’t even reliable (which is creditable….check for yourself), especially since the Divinnci Code portrays Jesus married to Mary Magdeline (I think). The rest of the sermon basically told how people like Narcissists have been chipping away at the truth forever and ever, but have not been successful to disprove it. Since, no end is in sight for disproving the bible, Narcissists and others have just added lies to the truth to make it seem as if the truth is false. A good sermon I thought, even good enough to write a song about it…which is in the process… 

We left the church late (as stated if you travel 90 degrees North on this paper) and went back to Gan-Gan’s for the dreaded “Easter Photo Shoot” and the reward…hot lunch. The pictures weren’t bad this year, because we all grumbled enough to subdue my Aunt Sherry’s “Photo Nazi-syndrome” and the lunch was great! After we inhaled all the Easter food we could we jumped in our ALMOST NEW minivan and headed back to the house speeding as much as possible (saving gas??). We got home, argued a little, packed the van, argued some more, I yelled at Serena (to meet my quota for the day), and we hit the road. About 2 seconds after hitting the road we had to go back. After going back, putting my truck in the G-rage, being called a dirty liar by my brother (he said I misplaced his car adapter for the PS2), and getting a few crazy looks from the neighbors and our dog we hit the road again. We did this unsuccessfully however...we had to turn back again after another 2 seconds when David remembered where HE had misplaced his adapter. After we snatched the adapter…off we sped towards the horizon, stopping only for bare essentials (food, gas, bathrooms, and alcohol). 


Fortunately, we made it to South Carolina by about 10:00 PM thanks to the elite driving of “Donald Charles Quesenberry” and “Billy likes to eat pink Lamb Wilburn”. We shacked up in a Howard Johnson hotel and ALL had a little bubbly before we hit the hay. Just imagine 10 people sleeping together in 2 hotel rooms digesting Wendy’s and cheap wine, trust me, you weren’t missing out. 
THE EPIC CONTINUES TO BEGIN…


7:30 AM to me is sleeping in, but that morning I could’ve probably slept till at least noon and I think my brother felt the same way. The night before he told our questionably evil mother to wake him up at 7:00 AM, but when I got up a half hour later he was still knocked out beside me. I took a shower and asked him why he didn’t get up at 7:00 when I got out and surprisingly he responded with, “I did. I’m up”. I knew this was a lie because his position hadn’t changed since I had gotten into the shower. After my brother corrected his lie, we all headed for some hotel breakfast. Now I don’t know how many people have had hotel breakfast, but to me unlimited cereal, juice, fresh fruit, bagels (with individual butter and cream cheese packets !), sausage, coffee, eggs, biscuits, danishes and I’m sure I forgot something…..oh yeah, grits….but hotel breakfast…….yeah……it’s good.


The breakfast wasn’t enough to hold back the united powers of the Wilburns and the Quesenberrys hereafter known as the Willyberrys. They hit the road like 10 people chucked full of hotel breakfast people on the way to Florida to ride a Cruise ship normally do….slowly, and the party progressed…ed. 


ETA at their next checkpoint (The Wendy’s in Jacksonville Florida) was about 12:45 AM. The plot thickens! Boarding wasn’t until 1:30 and the Willyberrys didn’t know what to do with themselves, so they pretended the storm drain moat surrounding the Wendy’s contained alligators…which is a myth that will never be solved and never be on “Myth Busters”. After boring themselves quite promptly, the scruffy crew moseyed to the port. Lady luck smiled on the two van convoy this day too because they found their destination after missing the turn only once! 


Fortunately for the Wilburn van (lead convoy position APLHA 01134…M) they became the victims of a random vehicle search and were delayed in their adventure. Once again a victim of lady luck the Quesenberry van (not so lead convoy position BETA 11342…S) didn’t want the Wilburn van to feel left out so they became the first willing volunteer for a vehicle search. After a smooth check-in for the vehicles the Willyberrys continued to the terminal where they would be searched several more times. After regretting packing so many extras shoes, a potentially unusable PS2, a cumbersome (I love that word) guitar, and too many books for a 9 year old the peoples passed through security with nothing more than sore shoulders and empty stomachs. 


: BATHROOM INTERMISSION:


The ship was in the water, sitting there gloriously not sinking (like the titanic). We stepped on board what seemed like the first floor of a hotel lobby. After been solicited at least four times we figured out how we could all fit in one elevator and get to our rooms. Thanks to bargain buying we happened to be roomed only one floor above the engines (not as bad as you are thinking) without a window to the outside (we had the curtains and the window sill, but a wall behind the curtains). The rooms included the following highly interactive features: one door with a stubborn lock, 3 closets big enough for one dead body each, a TV plugged into one of two wall outlets (total), 2 twin beds and a pull out bed, what some would call a desk, a tuffet (no Miss Muffet though…), a table, a six pack of soft drinks costing $1.75 each, a liter bottled water (bargain priced at $3.50), a FREE bucket of ice, and a fully stocked bathroom. Right away I knew someone was going to accidentally open and drink all of those little drinks during the week so we had to give a preaching to the munch’kins.  After throwing down our carry-ons we went exploring. 

The ship was smaller than I thought it would be, but this was relieving since I didn’t have to have an atlas to navigate to the pool or bar. We got to the pool and food floor and got to see just how ridiculously many people were ALREADY sun tanning (yay for cancer!). Beside that we got to see the water slide pool, the workout room, some Jamaican dude playing a frying pan over top of YMCA, the kiddie pool, another round pool, and maybe another pool. That was only the beginning of the madness however; I found out next that the food for the entire week was free…..buffet style. Those three words hit me like a horse on roller skates trying to fly an airplane blindfolded and backwards… FREE….. BUFFET…… WEEK…. these words had never before been joined together in such perfect harmony! So away I went to explore the depths of my stomach’s desires, leaving my family to fend for themselves. 

After lunch, seconds, desert, and ice cream we came back to our holes…I mean rooms, and unpacked our bags to prepare for the life jacket drill and what I was looking forward to already, dinner. Some other stuff happened too, but the most memorable and easiest to remember for me was dinner. For the entire week we get at least a 3 course dinner and a few times a 7 course dinner, the only catch is we have to dress up. So I bathed, dressed, got left behind, and finally hunted down where we were supposed to eat. I sit down and some lady comes along smiling and puts the napkin on my left leg (I think she worked there). Any other time I would have had to speed dial my girlfriend to let her know it was just a waitress doing her job, not some other of my many fans coming in for the kill, but I figured, “hey, I’m fancy. All I have to do is hold my pinky high and we’ll all get through this meal just fine.” It worked out pretty much like that, except for the fact that my butt went numb right in the middle of the chicken gauche (chicken with green stuff). Afterwards, I wrote what you are reading now and later passed out on my nice little bed. Good night!
THE FIRST TOIL AT SEA…


Passed out must have been an understatement for last night because I didn’t wake up until eleven something thAT morning. It didn’t occur to me last night that we had no window or any link to the outside to tell us what time it was. 


When I realized what time it was I was up for good, and my sister had the same reaction. The only problem was the scrooge, my brother. “Who cares how late it is, we have all day…” was the first thing the kid said. Ugh, teenagers……wait……I’m a teenager…..ugh, me…. We all got up eventually and the three of us went topside for some grub. Pizza and fruit punch was our balanced meal this morning and it hit the spot pretty good. After that we hunted down our mother(s) and got lathered up with sunscreen. That was pretty exciting…..if you like feeling greasy. Next, my sister and little Matthew Wilburn went swimming (just like they did yesterday and will probably do everyday at least once for the rest of the trip), my brother went to hunt down his playmates and I was left with two old women sunbathing. I decided to go get my “Purpose of Driven Life” book that I promised Mr. Crantz (my girlfriend’s dad) I would start during this trip.  By the time I got it, went back up to the deck, laid down to read, and got blinded by the sun for the entire time I decided I needed some shades. So I moseyed down to the store and bought me some $20 sun protection ($20 was a bargain buy……reg. they were $30). That worked pretty nicely and it got me through my bible reading for the day too. This wasn’t enough for my adventurous soul however, I met up with my bro and his peeps (which is slang for = I found my brother and his friends ) and we went exploring. I showed them the front of the boat and then they went for a shopping spree. I had already been, but I didn’t want to be a bad sport so I bought me and my woman a shirt….for $30. Then, we had to find the male parents. Our first guess was the casino, which turned out to be a really good guess because we were right on. The little ones had to stay outside but since I have earned my 1.8 decade pass (I’m 18 years old) I waltzed right in as professionally as I could with unmatched clothes and wind beaten hair. I found the two nut jobs playing black jack. To put it simply, Billy was sitting there with no chips (even though he tried to get back in unsuccessfully) and my Dad was sitting there racking in the cash (just like he normally do). That lasted another five minutes and then my dad started to lose, so he cashed out before he lost too much money (total earnings for BooWillyBerry= $50; total earnings for Billy WillyBerry= -$20). That was enough play for those two and they had a drink with me (mine was ginger ale…for the record). By now I was sure the kids had left already, so the parents went to find their sun dried mates. I had to have me some ice cream, and indeed, the ice cream was had…by me. I got through with that little bunny trail and headed to the pool side to see what everyone else was doing. Once I had gotten there, started to get comfortable, and shut my eyes the parents decided they wanted to go on a tour of the ship, and needed me to guide them (as if I knew where I was going). First, I took them to the front of the ship and we got to see ….the front of the ship. Luckily, when we were up there just looking around something amazing happened! ....And then we left. So we were heading….or wait….you wanted to hear what amazing happened?! Well, while we were gazing overboard we saw flying fish! Finally, proof that God has a sense of humor! A fish…as in “gulp, gulp, swimmy, swimmy” that flies... as in “buzz, buzz, swoop, swoop”. Man, I’m glad that I can take my hummingbird feeder to the beach with me know, I thought that thing was only good for hanging on my front porch. 

So, we left the front of the ship and headed to Bourbon Boulevard to explore some more. I showed everyone the “Red Hot Peppers” restaurant, the internet library (that charges .77 cents a minute for internet access), the Vista Room, the shops, the tax free cigarette/alcohol/candy shop, and of course the casino. We continued down Bourbon Street and passed by the dance club for kids, the summer restaurant and karaoke bar and were about to go into the islands in the sky night club when we figured out we had lost Matthew. This detour caused all of us to completely 180 on the tour and go all the way back to our rooms searching for this crazy little boy. My dad went ahead and cashed in his chips (a.k.a. decided to take a nap) and we left him and his hilarious hair due in the room. Back on the tour we continued through the night club and headed out the back door to the youth area. Besides the multitudes of little children everywhere the area was pretty cool...it included a pool shaped like a lil’ fishy…..awwwwwww. Despite our awe of the cuteness we had to press on to the upper deck where we were re-united with familiar territory. This for them meant more sun bathing, but for me it meant time for a much needed nap since I had only gotten like 10 hours of sleep the night before. 


I headed back to the room and no sooner than I opened the door then I found my brother watching cheaper by the dozen, which for me meant sleep=zero. I tried to lie down anyway and instead of passing out I got interested in the movie and finished it with David. After that I finally got to use my bathing suit that I had been wearing all day. Unfortunately the slide was shut down so I didn’t get to party with the five year olds. 

After swimming I got back to the room and got ready for fancy dinner, round 2. Dinner this night consisted of lobster al la melted butter and mushroom rice with broccoli. It was good and so was the bowel movement I had just after, but the clothes I had to wear were not. Dressing up is not worth it for lobster, trust me.

Afterwards, we went to a Broadway show in the auditorium of the boat. Beside the fact I knew everyone on stage was either gay or lesbian the show was pretty…interesting. It lasted until about 11:30 and then we had to rush back for some sleep. 6:00 is our wakey wakey time tomorrow!
THE KEY TO THE WEST…IN THE SOUTH…


My day today started at 4:00 AM. Since I am normally up by then during a normal week I have gotten into the habit of waking up that early and I had to hunt for my watch and then a light switch to figure out I still needed more sleep. So the annoying phone ringing at 6:00 was the second time I was interrupted. I got up as quickly as I could (after a fifteen minute cat nap) and got ready for a day on the edge of the USA, Key West Florida. But first I decided to get some breakfast. During breakfast we got to see the sunrise over the island/city of Key West, so that was pretty cool. After everyone ate some breakfast we left the ship in search of…something to do. The first thing we came to was another boat which was funny because we hadn’t been on land more than 30 minutes, but we went anyway. Not until getting onboard did I learn that we were going snorkeling. We rode for about 10 minutes then arrived at our destination (what looked like a good place to drop off a bunch of dead bodies with nothing but a lot of buoys to mark the spot. We got our snorkeling gear on and hoped into the 70 some degree water. At first it was overwhelming (especially when I swallowed a bunch of sea water), but soon I got used to the hole thing and it was amazing. At first I wasn’t impressed much when I saw just a few little corals along the bottom, but as I swam on I came over a huge reef. There were fish everywhere and coral everywhere else. As I swam along (by myself since my brother and Michael left and I was the third person in the water) I came over a huge bare spot and saw a sting ray (or a manta ray…I don’t know the difference) swimming along the bottom, which was cool. Next, I saw all those fish you always see on Discovery channel swimming around like three or four feet from me, but I got the feeling I was being watched. I turned around and behind me was a barracuda looking at me like I was lunch. He soon figured out that I wasn’t and swam off though. Next I swam to another bare area and there was a sea turtle getting himself some lunch off the reef. For the rest of the time I jumped between looking in awe at the reef and spiting up sea water through my snorkel.  
After we snorkeled we begin to search around the city. We searched around and around the city, for what I don’t know, but we walked everywhere possible. Finally, we either got lucky or found our destination, the end of the island. This end of the island was more than an end of the island, it was the southern most point of the entire USA, which was pretty cool for all of 10 seconds, and then the aching pain in my feet reminded me of my desire for three things: a chair, a meal, and my gameboy. We called two cabs and headed back to the ship to regroup and decide where to eat and when to get back on the ship so it didn’t leave us. Everyone for some reason decided on shopping and on eating once we left the port. After we all separated, re-grouped again, reboarded the ship and left we finally got to sit down for some grub. That wasn’t enough to satisfy me though, I had to get a shower right afterwards to wash off all the salt water, and sweat from our 7 day hike…

Before dinner my dad decided to do something illegal for me and get a strawberry dakeri. I walked into dinner with that in my hand, feeling pretty important, and I sat down for some high class dining. As usual the dinner was ridiculously awesome and fancy, and now with an extra twist of strawberry…from the dakeri . After dinner I was kind of sleepy so I headed up to the restroom before going to my room. After I used the restroom I was attracted to the islands in the sky lounge to see the band “Blackjack”. Well, mostly I was there for the Fender Stratocaster (a guitar), but the band was good too. Eventually, one by one the rest of my crew came in and joined me. And my dad being the gracious person he is, bought me another dakeri, unbeknownst to me of course. I really didn’t want it, but I was trying to be polite so I drank it while I was up there (about 1.5 hours). After the second drink, I felt even more light-headed, so I headed back to the room for sleep. Once there I was distracted by my guitar and got into some music. Only a few minutes after I started I was interrupted again and enticed to go see the food sculptor’s work in the vista dining room. I remember when I was a kid my parents always told me not to play with my food, but when these people play with there food everyone comes to see, and is amazed? I tried the same thing when I was little too, but all I got from anyone was a stern look, or an awkward stare. I was getting plenty of pictures from the “professional food player-withers…”, but had to get some sleep. I got back to the room, and once again another obstacle blocked me and my rest, my brother. He had “Walk the Line” on and persisted on keeping it that way until it was over. I watched that and had absolutely no trouble getting to sleep afterwards.
HEY MAH-N, YA WANT-A BUY A KEYCHAIN…?


Most people dream of waking up to a rooster’s crow, or the sunshine hitting their face, or a sweet kiss from a loved one….mine was a telephone screaming satanic lullabies and echoing them off the wall. Wake-up calls = sin, but I won’t waste too much time on that, some of your reader’s might be ADD. Today’s wake up time was 9:00 AM since the boat didn’t dock until 11:00 AM. I got up like yesterday and got ready and headed upstairs for a truly balanced breakfast today. I had a piece of French toast, a grapefruit (with lots of sugar of course), a glass of water, a glass of orange juice, two and a half sausage links, two pieces of bacon, and blueberry yogurt. That hit the spot for me and made me forget about the annoying wake-up call until I brought back the horror to write about it in this journal.   ….Anyway, we got off the ship today with a purpose. Our purpose you ask? Today, it was not to explore the island on foot and to actually see stuff. To do that we needed a tour guide (though we didn’t know it).


As we walked across the bridge to the main-island a large black man in a suit approached us. Back home, my dad would’ve probably tackled him and told him to rob someone else, but in the Bahamas he figured it might not be a good idea, so we listened when this man finally spoke. His name was Vernal and he was a tour guide (like tour guide Barbie). After a little debating we agreed on an all day tour for 22 dollars a person (110 per family for those math geniuses out there). So away we went to Vernal’s ride. The first hilarious thing happened when Billy tried to get in the driver’s side of the van/taxi, which in the Bahamas is the right side. That was pretty awkward, but Vernal didn’t notice since he was on the other side of the van. So away we went to explore the Bahamas!

First Vernal took us to Paradise Island, which costs a dollar to get to no matter who you are (Vernal said: “Paradise Island is not the place you dream about, but the place you pay a dollah and go to, mahn.”). The island has one thing, hotels, and Vernal was taking us to the most popular hotel in the Bahamas, The Atlantis. We pulled into the entrance which is decorated with a flying horse fountain, and got out to wait for Vernal to park. While he parked we got some snapshots and got to see one of the walls of the hotel, which was a terraced waterfall (Dictionary Dan say terraced= step like incline). Vernal led us across the bridge to the entrance showing us the harbor that literally came right up to the hotel. We walked into the hotel and noticed the domed ceiling right away. The ceiling had carved seashells about as big as a fat guy, all encrusted with 18kt gold. Around the dome was other Atlantis style paintings, and all this held up by marble flooring and those cool columns you see at courthouses and the white house. This was just the beginning of the tour however. We made our way through this luxurious dining room and down a staircase. All this was surrounded by waterfalls coming down into pools with shiny stuff and those little marble balls that spin with like a quarter inch of water around a 1/3 of them. Then, we continued to the restrooms and the in-hotel aquarium. This aquarium was filled with all the fish we loved to see, but would never want to run into snorkeling. The special attention in the tank however was given to a manta ray named Zeus whose wing span had to be at least 20 feet. The tank from the underside was awesome, but we didn’t know the view awaiting us from the top of the tank from the outside. The outside had a view of the private beach for hotel guests only which was basically a lagoon just for the guests, a jungle surrounding the tank, and a perfect view of the horizon off in the distance. Vernal told us a little history of the hotel and we continued on to the casino, go figure… The casino entrance was guarded by a 10 ft. long dragon statue which surrounded a bar, which was all surrounded by a huge dragon chandelier (Vernal says: “A portion from the song ‘Who Let The Dogs Out’ by the Baja Men was filmed from the verandah behind the statue). We continued in and besides being greeted by the expected slot machines, dealers, and foreign workers, we got an unexpected wonder! On top of a hut in the middle of the room was what looked like a 30 ft. spiky sphere thingy, but what Vernal informed us of is that it was made of crystal! Immediately we realized just how little of a chance any of us ever had or will ever have at being able to afford to even stay a night in this palace! And if that wasn’t enough, there was another one with discs instead of spikes, which just blew our minds. We had to move on though, so Vernal left us at a good Polaroid spot and went to “bring the van around”. He took us a lot of other places during the day such as Fort Fincastle, another Fort, the city, the suburbs, Shirley Street?, the rich people Hospital, the city hospital, the highest point, the lowest point, the prime minister’s house/workplace/condo/grave, and finally out destination, Cable Beach. Cable Beach, like Paradise Island’s beach, was open only to Carnival cruisers or guests of the hotel (which used to be owned by Carnival). It was just like all those commercials you see. It had the white sand, the chickadees, the palm trees (with coconuts!), the waiters serving to anyone 18!!!! Or older, the bohemian DJ, and of course the fat guy with a sunburn. We swam in the clear water, we sat in the sun, I didn’t get anything to drink ‘cause I’m not exactly a huge fan of alcohol (however, I am a fan of the ability to buy it), laughed at the fat guy, tried to hook my brother up with some girls, and sang the coconut song( coconut song: “I’ve got a lovely bunch of coconuts…Here they are a standing in a row…Big ones, small ones, some as big as your head!...”). Of course soon enough everyone who wasn’t away swimming or parasailing got hungry. We decided on the seaside buffet restaurant in the hotel because of the nice little keyword “buffet”. Since the waitresses and hosts thought we were guests of the hotel (which technically we were) they gave us a discount and we got in for 18 dollars per adult, 10 per child. We were so hungry we didn’t care about the price, but did wish we had better selection of and quantity of food afterwards. After 7 of the 10 of us got done eating we headed back to the beach to taunt those with empty stomachs (though my mom snuck my dad some cookies…which discredits her devil-hood). By the time we sat down again and got comfortable it was time for us to leave. Vernal was nice enough to come back and get us to take us back to the port and once we got there we parted ways with our Black Bohemian Book of Tourism….woha…..say that 10 times fast. 

So we got back on the boat, and I hit the showers straight off for two reasons: One, I wanted to get all the nasty sand off of me and get some clothes that didn’t remind me of sandpaper on me, and two, in anticipation of the next meal! First however, I had to take my brother and Michael back onto the island for some shopping (I know….three guys shopping…..just shut up). We got to the island with instructions not to leave the mall area, which lasted all of about 2 seconds when we found out the mall was closed. Unfortunately the other shops on the street were closed to except for a couple shops (which we took advantage of of-course). One thing weird about some of the shops was that the beach towels you normally see with women in bathing suits on them were replaced by beach towels with topless women on them….which is good if you are into the whole lust thing…… and you like to lust after beach towels… . So we did what shopping had to be done and bounced back to the boat in time for dinner. For dinner we had Cream of Broccoli soup (though not named so simply), salad, and some kind of fancy beef (which tasted like rump roast). It was a great dinner as always and I think we were all starting to warm up to our waitress and waiter Alma and Sergie. They really are nice and seem to really enjoy their jobs, which is rare in the food business (for example, Wendy’s in Botetourt County VA).    

Afterwards we went to the Talent Show to see some talent. The opening act was to dancers that started out with some Pulp Fiction, which is a great song, but then they added rap to it, which threw up red flags to make the act….well screwed up cause red flags were everywhere. All in all the two were good dancers. The second act was a really dressed up girl and her friend from the dorm across the hall who was not dressed up at all. She sang a song from the musical “Wicked” about being popular which sucked, but really showed her musical talent, but the song sucked. The third act was from a professional singer who I believe had cancer, because of the passion of her singing and the fact that she was bald, but regardless of that she sang a song so beautiful she was crying and everyone in the audience was crying almost to, it was awesome. It was about how Jesus has his eye on the sparrow and on us. I was so relieved to hear someone proud of the guy who runs everything! The rest of the acts weren’t available for the night showing, but instead we got to hear a comedy act from a man named Percy Crews 2. He was hilarious, and I don’t mean hilarious, I mean hilarious! The funny thing too was that he was appropriate. He didn’t use ridiculous language and all that jazz (aka: he was good for the kids too). Then, the cast put on a show for us on what they would do if they weren’t worker’s of the sea, which was definitely inappropriate (implanted card dealer, dirty nurse, chip and dale dancer, ballerina, nasty aerobics instructor…ya know). After that bedtime was sounding pretty good since we had all laughed out every bit of energy we had left. So another day passed on the Love Boat, which was not a Love Boat at all unless ya know, you can actually Love a Boat….which makes a pretty awkward honey moon. Good night!
CRUISING BACK TO SOCIETY…

Once again, I had many interruptions before I woke up at 11:00 AM this day. Billy knocking on the door, my dad knocking on the door, Michael knocking on the door, and a few others. Of course I’m the only one who sleeps light enough to hear the knocking….go figure. So, by 11 I was up, a little agitated, but up. I went upstairs for some balanced nutritional pizza and oranges and today I brought my book to read and eat at the same time!! Talent like this usually doesn’t come naturally in our family, but this morning was a special occasion. Seriously though, pizza and oranges don’t mix to well, and if the book hadn’t been so good I would’ve felt terrible. After breakfast I went back to room and changed into my bathing suit to do some swimming. I headed up to the pool with the slide and went for a swim with my sister and Matthew. We went down the slide, which was more or less like every other slide (you burn your bare feet on the way to the top and the slide pinches your back on the way to the bottom) but at least I can say I did it. Plus, when I got to the bottom and swam around a minute I noticed something cool about the ship rocking back and forth and how it affected the pool. If your remember when you were a child (which can be difficult for most OlDeR people) and you slid back and forth in the tub the water started to do the same, sometimes until it spilled out, and it was hilarious. Try this same idea with a pool, now that is a sight, and just like a wave pool. After that the Mexican ice sculpting guy came out and sculpted the cruise ship right in front of us. Then, I fell asleep in the sun, which later I found out was a mistake because now most of my body is red instead of white. I awoke from this nap at 3:10 PM and remembered that the library was only open until 4:00. I rushed back to the room swiped my lappy and went to the library. It cost almost twenty bucks for 15 minutes, which was barely enough time to communicate what I needed to communicate. I finished that and headed back to the 10th floor for some grub. After that I had to change for dinner and meet the boys for some card games. Card games aren’t very fun when you have like 10 minutes till dinner though. Oh well, I had just ate lunch so I was starving. We went to dinner and had to usual awesome food. After dinner we had to say bye to our hosts Alma and Sergiev, and my mom cried…which ticked my dad off for some reason. We all went to the last show of the night which was a country dance show, from like 15 years ago. That was entertaining for awhile until a better opportunity to play cards came along and I took that. Card games are fun fun, but we had forgotten that we had to have our bags out in the hallway by midnight, 10 minutes away. We rushed back to the room only to find ALL of our bags packed away, even our carry-ons. I understand how my mom was trying to help, but I’ve seen how those people treat bags and I had my laptop in mine, which is not ok. I asked another guy named Sergiev and he took me to the crew loading area and let me search through all the bags and find mine. My bag was on top of the bunch and I found out it was ok, so my head did not have to explode, which was a good thing. After I made sure the computer was ok, my brother and Michael wanted to go spy on Brooke and her emo friend, Kevin. If anyone doesn’t know what Emo is just take a boy and give him a really awkward haircut with a lot of hair gel, really tight pants, some mismatched shirt, and then make sure he talks about dying after every sentence (for example: “No one likes me. I want to die”, or “Man I am hungry; maybe I should cut myself…”), then w-allah you have an Emo freak. Chasing Brooke and this guy around was about as fun as watching TV when there is nothing on, boring! So to subdue our boredom we decided to go check out the front of the ship. Once we got there we noticed two really old couples standing up there too, but once we approached them we realized that it was our parents. For some reason the first thing David and Michael said was that Brooke was hanging out with the emo kid, Kevin. Alarmed the Wilburn parents rushed off to save their daughter, but my parents just continued to stare off in the distance. They said we should go ahead and get to bed to after a minute, because we had to get up early the next morning. Accepting the fact that our trip was coming to an end, my brother, my sister, and myself all went to bed.
THE TITANIC SINKS…


At 7:30 AM I heard the most annoying sound in the world, again! I hated that stupid wake-up call, especially when I didn’t go to bed until 2:00 AM the night before! I woke up and got ready and went topside for some breakfast. I was going to miss the buffet style meals from this trip and I was having trouble letting go. I knew I would miss the food too, when I started sobbing over my grapefruit (not really). 


After breakfast we got our bags together and since the general debarkation procedures didn’t begin until nine something, everyone decided to go for ice cream one last time. I was too tired for frozen yogurt so I stayed behind and guarded our bags in the room (a.k.a. Went back to sleep). Finally, after my nap and the ice cream enthusiasts came back we had to debark. Imagine thousands of people with their bags waiting on a boat to get off…then add me there with my carry-on (80 lbs.) and then my guitar (50lbs.). Now, I work out twice a week and I’ll admit, I’m pretty buff, but when you stand there more than 5 minutes your shoulders just start to give out and you get really really tired. I thought the threshold (Scuba Dan say threshold= door of the ship………..for you young/less educated readers) of the ship was the end of the turmoil, but the second I stepped off I saw the quarter mile concrete tunnel thing we had to lug or stuff through. Then! , we had to wait in line to be checked in by immigration! …Ya know, sometimes in life you really feel close to happiness and comfort and everything is just great….well…this was not one of those times….after awhile it got so bad I started to think the rapture had happened and we were starting to enter the 7 years under the antichrist………………but not really. So we finally survived the immigration and baggage check in and were heading out the door when one last incident screwed up our nice time. You see, when you leave each family has to present a CUSTOMS DECLARATION which is more or less a disclaimer to make sure you and your family aren’t terrorists. Well, my sister had already passed this gate and somehow was undetected by the security, so when we went through we were missing her and couldn’t go out to get her. The security guards were pissed, but only because they knew it was there fault, which was hilarious to us. 


We got to our van finally and loaded up in preparation for the 13 hour drive home. We left and five minutes into it we had to stop for bathroom breaks, van window cleaning (my dad’s favorite past time), and some luggage rearranging. After a few minutes everything got settled and so began our long voyage home. Naturally, I pulled out the gameboy and was lost in my own little world, my brother started to play his fishing video game (as exciting as it sounds…), my sister started to play her gameboy, my mom began her “Satan power nap”, and my dad began to speed and drive like a maniac. Everything was peaceful for awhile, but when my dad drives in traffic he gets a little angry. He rides peoples bumpers so every little brake they make he has to slam on his, which if you have ever experienced this then you know what it does to the passenger’s necks. Besides that, we all had to pee from the beverages we had at the gas station and my dad does not like to stop AT ALL on road trips. My dad is probably very easily the highway Hitler, and the only people he wants to kill is everyone! 

We finally forced my dad to stop and everyone contented their bladders for another two hours. In this hop we got in even more traffic, and decided to take another route. By the time our next bathroom break came around were in a town so small, that the stop lights didn’t even stop anyone, they always just flashed yellow. This bathroom stop was fine with me, I didn’t have to sit on the toilets so they weren’t required for the gentlemen, but the women complained every second…go figure. Everyone survived the bowel movement however, so the hungry ones got some hot dogs and we hit the road again. In this interval between stops the only problem we had was farting (mostly from me), and as long as we rolled down the windows it wasn’t that bad. 


We had a few other stops along the trip, but they were mostly uneventful, until we randomly decided to go to my grandma’s house. We stopped in and got some grub (eating at your g-ma’s is just like fast food, there is always a lot of good food to choose from it’s always hot and since it is your g-ma’s you only have to pay with kisses). After dinner mam-maw my grandma showed me what she had been working on for me. Earlier that year I had requested that she make me a poncho over the winter and she had finally finished it (keep in mind it was April), so I was excited to have something for NEXT winter. 


Thanking mam-maw for the gifts we left for our last 45 minute journey to the house. We got home finally at 10:00 PM and began to unpack. Our journey had brought us much joy, as well as many new knowledge…ness. Hopefully the Quesenberry’s and the Wilburn’s would meet again someday, probably Monday or Tuesday of the next week. And so ends the expedition of the sea of these two venturous clans….

THE END
